with wax. They grow inwards. I figure they must fry their food
with lamp oil.
THIRD LAUNDRESS: And they're in the house now?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Since yesterday. Her husband's going back to
his fields again now.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: But can't anyone find out what happened?
FIFTH LAUNDRESS: She spent the night before last sitting on her
doorstep - in spite of the cold.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: But why?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: It's hard work for her to stay in the house.
FIFTH LAUNDRESS: That's the way those mannish creatures are.
When they could be making lace, or apple cakes, they like to
climb up on the roof, or go wade barefoot in the river.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: Who are you to be talking like that? She hasn't
any children but that's not her fault.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: The one who wants children, has them.
These spoiled, lazy, and soft girls aren't up to having a wrinkled
belly.
[They laugh.]
THIRD LAUNDRESS: And they dash face powder and rouge on them-
selves, and pin on sprigs of oleander, and go looking for some man
who's not their husband.
FIFTH LAUNDRESS: Nothing could be truer!
FIRST LAUNDRESS: But have you seen her with anybody?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: We haven't, but other people have.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: Always other people!
FIFTH LAUNDRESS: On two separate occasions, they say.
SECOND LAUNDRESS: And what were they doing?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Talking.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: Talking's no sin.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: In this world just a glance can be something.
My mother always said that, A woman looking at roses isn't the
same thing as a woman looking at a man's thighs. And she looks
at him.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: But at whom?
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